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Eleven characters, girls and boys, or all girls, as preferred ; ten or more addi- 
tional for chorns. Scenery unnecessary ; costumes, pretty and fanciful, but 
easily arranged at borne. This admirable little piece is printed complete witli 
music. It is very tuneful and gracefully imagined, and is strongly recommended 
for private theatricals or for schools. It is particularly well suited for the latter 
use, as it deals whimsically with the question of youthful study, inculcating, 
however, an excellent moral. 
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This collection provides a simple operetta, a fairy opera, a picturesque motion 
song, a quaiut musical pantomime, a pretty musical sketch, and two original 
humorous recitations forchihiren, complete, with all the music, and full instruc- 
tions for performance. The music is tuneful and simple, and is specially written 
with the tastes and limitations of children in view. The solos are easily learned 
and sung, and all the choruses are written for voices in unison. The collection 
is strongly recommended for its simplicity and perfect practicability. Neither 
stage nor scenery is demanded, nor any other requirements that cannot be met 
without trouble by the equipment of the ordinary hall or church vestry, and the 
zeal of the most economical committee of arrangements. 
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NOTE. 

There is no change of scenery in this play. The divi- 
sion of the text into "scenss" merely follows the French 
literary custom, and indicates no interruption of the action 
whatever. The stage is set to represent an interior, but no 
scenery is actually necessary. 
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THE REGISTERED LETTER. 

BY GUSTAVE DROZ. 



CHARACTERS. 

HoRTENSE, a Young Widoiv. 
Francine, a Ladys Maid, 
Ferguson, an American, 
Hector Coville, a Deputy, 



SCENE /. 



Hortense — Hector \sleeping\ 
Hortense \reading\ 

Down the stream my love and I 

Glide in peace together; 
Nature laughs as we pass by 

In the summer weather. 
I am brave and young and strong. 

She is fair and 

[looking at Hector.^ Why, he's asleep ; [going to- 
wards the audience^ Let me present to you my 
future husband, Mr. Hector Coville, deputy at the 
1 1 
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2 PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING, 

tribunal of Orleans... he has obtained leave of 
absence to come here and make love to me. Look 
at him ! ... he doesn't care much for poetry. 

Hector [still asleep]. Charming. I Delightful! 

Hortense. He thinks I am still reading... 
While he sleeps, let us talk of his faults. He has 
. . . how shall I say it ? — he has an infirmity 
. . . Oh, not serious ! but annoying ! ... he mixes 
an unending supply of adverbs into all he says. 
Yesterday he introduced an awful long one — in- 
com-men-sur-a-bly ! I came near jumping out of 
the window ! 

Hector {still asleep], Delicious ! . . . Delicious ! 

Hortense. Yes [turning to Mm],, "She is fair." 
[To the audience,] But he has an excellent heart — is 
very amiable and devoted to me — but always sleepy 
. . . everything considered, I think we' will be mar- 
ried in the spring, if the weather is good [looking 
at him], I had better wake him. [Ske sits down 
and knocks loudly on the table with her book; the noise 
wakens Hector^ 

Hector. Eh ! What, cousin,, have you finished al- 
ready ? 

Hortense. Yes, cousin, . . . how do you like the 
ending ?. 

Hector. Superb . . . you read . . . adorably ! 

Hortense. An adverb ! 

Hector. And I could listen to you . . . indefinitely. 

Hortense. Two. 

Hector. You are a first-rate reader. . .incontes- 
tably. 
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THE REGISTERED LETTER. % 

Soxtfioise. Three ! . . . have you finished ? 

Hector. What? 

HflrtoiMw. Tferee adverbs in three phrases! why, 
it's a perfect disease with you ! a grammatical erup- 
tion. 

Hector. I do it without knowing ; it's a way we 
have in court... when ideas won't come, we 
iji*ro&ce -adverbs, which gives us time to think 
..*fc»Jt I pjomise to avoid them hereafter. Look 
Iser-e, couan, my leave definitely expires to-morrow, 
aaMl I shall be absolutely obliged to return to Or- 
leans ; you won't let me go without hope ; you 
]aM»w I iove you passionately. 

Hortense. You are not aware of one thing, cousin, 
that is, that while you have been introducing ad- 
verbs, as you express it, a rival has introduced 
himself. 

Hector. A rival \ Who is he ? 

Sortense. I don't know . . . but here is a curi- 
ous letter I received three days ago \reading\ : 
" Madam, you are a widow, so am I ; you desire to 
marry again, so do I ; we are suited to each other in 
every way. I had my photograph taken to send 
you, but it turned out so badly that I prefer show- 
ing you the original. I remain in Paris two days 
longer. 

''Answer to Grand Hotel, room 124. 

*^ Peter Ferguson, American, age 47 years." 

Hector. What a mystification ! 

Hortense. A mystification that still continues, for 
yesterday, I received a second letter \repeating from 
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4 PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING. 

memory]. " Madam, I am astonished at receiving 
no reply to my favor of the 27th. . ." 

Hector. He is a madman assuredly ... indubita- 
bly. 

Hortense [nervously]. B-r-r-r ! 

Hector. What? 

Hortense. Indubitably. 

Hector. Oh ! I beg your pardon — slip of the 
tongue— give me this letter. Fortunately I have a 
friend at the Prefecture of Police, who just happens 
to be in the strangers* bureau, and he will inform us 
satisfactorily and explicitly. 

Hortense. There — take breath ! . . . You have just 
used three more in your speech. 

Hector. What? 

Hortense. Fortunately, satisfactorily, explfcitly 
. . . listen to me, cousin, I can*t help it, but I can 
never marry a man who uses so many adverbs. 

Hector. Calm yourself, I beg you ... It is the last, 
or the one before the last. 

Hortense. You have another that worries you ? 

Hector. Yes. 

Hortense. Out with it. 

Hector. Eternally [kissing her hand], 

Hortense. Oh ! 1*11 forgive you that one . . . now 
go, quick ! 

Hector. I will run to the Prefecture, and bring 
you back all the information they have there of your 
friend — Ferguson [kisses her hand and goes out]. 
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THE REGISTERED LETTER. 5 

SCENE II. 
HoRTENSE, afterwards Francine. 

Hortense \alone\. He is a good f ellow . . . This 
is the third time I have made him come from Or- 
leans to arrange our marriage. I must give him an 
answer to-day... I can't put it off indefinitely — 
good, an adverb ! I've caught his bad habit already. 

Francine [entering with a book and large letter in 
Iter hand]. Madam, here is a registered letter, with 
five red seals. 

Hortense. A registered letter ? 

Francine. The postman says you must sign your 
name in this book. 

Hortense. Where ? 

Francine. Here. [Hortense signSy Francine goes out 
with dooh.] 



SCENE III. 

Hortense, afterwards Francine. 

Hortense [opening the letter]. Who can have sent 
me a registered letter ? [Reading.] " Madam, I write 
you for the third time, asking your hand in marriage." . 
[Spoken.] Ah ! this is too much ! [Reading.] " Fear- 
ing that my two favors of the 26th and 27th have not 
reached you, I take the liberty of registering my 
third. . .Answer, Grand Hotel, room 124." [Spoken.] 
This must be a wager ! The man won't let me 
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6 PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING, 

alone ! An answer. . .Yes. . .1*11 send him one. . . 
-and by registered letter too. \^She sits at table and takes 
pen.] What shall I say to him ? It's very simple. 
[Writing.] "Sir! you annoy me." [Spoken.] Here 
...[putting letter in envelope and writing address^ 
Mr. Peter Ferguson, Grand Hotel, room No. 124. 
[Rings^ Francine enters.] Put -five red seals on this 
letter, then take it to the post-office and have it reg- 
istered. [Francine laughing.] What are you laughing 
at? 

Francine. It's so funny to send five great pieces of 
wax by the post. [Exit. 

Hortense. I don't know this man ; I've never seen 
him. . .Ferguson ; who can he be ? [Knock at the 
door,] Come in ! 



SCEJVjE IK 

Hortense — Ferguson, afterwards Francine. 

Fnter Ferguson. 

Ferguson. I beg your pardon, madam, 

Hortense. A stranger ! ... Sir ! 

Ferguson. It is I ! Room 124. 

Hortense. Mr. Ferguson ! what do you want ? 
whom do you wish to see ? 

Ferguson. I have come for my answer. 

Hortense. It is in the mail ... It has just gone. 

Ferguson. Oh ! thank you, madam, thank you. 
I'll go at once. 
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THE REGISTERED LETTER. 7 

Hortense. Excuse me, one word. 

Ferguson \coming dack]. Madam ? 

Hortense. You have written, asking me to many 
you. 

Ferguson. Three times. 

Hortense. But where have you seen me ? 

Ferguson. Nowhere, madam ; this is the first time 
I have ever met you. 

Hortense. What ! the first time ? [AstWe.] The man 
is crazy ! alone with him, he frightens me ! 

Ferguson. My conduct must appear very strange 
to you. 

Hortense. Not at all. . .not at all. . . [Aside, 1 They 
say you must not contradict a madman. 

Ferguson. One word will explain everything . . . 
Pray sit down. 

Hortense. But . . . 

Ferguson. I beg you. 

Hortense [aside], I won't oppose him [she sits 
with bell in hand], I'll ring the bell if he gets excited. 

Ferguson. I Saw your picture in the studio of a 
celebrated painter, and exclaimed to myself : It is 
she ! It is Betsy ! my dear Betsy ! 

Hortense. Betsy ! 

Ferguson. My wife ... an angel . . . whom I had 
the misfortune to lose. 

Hortense. Poor man ! his grief has made him crazy. 

Ferguson. I only received the news from America 
a fortnight ago. 

Hortense. And you think of marrying again ? 

Ferguson. Yes, I will tell you why . . . dear Betsy 
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8 PLAYS POR PRIVATE ACTII^G. 

she possessed every quality, beauty, sensibility ! She 
was traveling on the railway, although I had forbid- 
den her doing so, when an accident occurred. 

Hortense. Oh ! it was on the railway. 

Ferguson. The train was crossing a wooden 
bridge. They make the bridges very badly in 
America. It broke down, and the train was thrown 
into the Ohio River. 

Hortense. Oh ! what a loss. 

Ferguson. A loss ? No. . .1 had her insured. 

Hortense. Oh ! 

Ferguson. If you will condescend to give me your 
hand, I will have you insured. 

Hortense. You are very good. 

Ferguson. When I received the fatal telegram. . . 
my first thought was to buy a hank of rope. 

Hortense. What for ? 

Ferguson. I was like a madman ... I wanted to 
hang myself [drawing ball of twine from his pockei\y 
here it is. . .1 never go anywhere without it \risif^\ 
Oh ! it is easily done. A hook, a nail . . . the 
least thing [looking at the ceiling"]. Oh ! there's a 
hook ! 

Hortense. Sir ! Not here . . . Not here ! 

Ferguson. Don't be afraid. I have given up the 
idea... for the present ... [//<? sits down]. It 
was the sight of your portrait that has caused this 
miracle ... for your resemblance to Betsy is most 
remarkable — as like as two drops of water... in 
profile ; be kind enough to turn round a little. 

Hortense. But, sir... 
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THE REGISTERED LETTER. 9 

Ferguson. I insist upon it ! . . . 

Hortense. There, there. [Aside.] It won't do to ex- 
cite him. [A/outi^.] Like that ? 

Ferguson. Yes ... oh ! yes ! [/le takes out handker- 
chief, and weeps], Betsy ! my dear Betsy ! Don't 
stir [begins to cry again]. That does me good. 

Hortenae. I can't sit here all day ... in profile . . . 
making him cry. 

Ferguson. Here is her photograph — it is a striking 
likeness. 

Hortense. Let me see it. [Looking at it aside.] Why, 
she has got a nose all on one side. [Aloud, giving it 
to himj] It seems to me that the nose . . . 

Ferguson. Yes, hers is better . . . but with such 
a perfect resemblance, it is impossible that you 
should not have some of her good qualities ... I 
would not say all . . . that would be blasphemy ! 

Hortense. Well ! he's polite ! 

Ferguson. For I think, madam, you would certain- 
ly not pretend to equal all her merits. 

Hortense. Oh ! certainly not ! 

Ferguson. She was sweet — simple — modest . . . 
Oh ! put yourself in profile I beg. . .She spoke four 
languages — and such a musician ! She composed 
. . .here, madam, ig a ballad which burst from her 
heart in a moment of inspiration. 

Hortense [aside]. He is going to sing. 

Ferguson [sings a verse of a ballad]. What do 
you say to that ? 

Hortense. It is charming . . . and new. 

Ferguson. I swear to make you happy. 
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10 PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING, 

Hortense. Excuse me. 

Ferguson. You doubt me ? 

Hortense. No ! no ! [Aside,] How can I get rid 
' of him? 

Ferguson. All your wishes, all your caprices shall 
be satisfied . . . You will have riches and luxury . . . 
I am rich . . . and in exchange I only ask one thing, 
that you will place yourself occasionally in profile. 

Hortense. What ! again ? 

Ferguson. Is it agreed ? 

Francine [coming in\ Madam. 

Hortense. What is it ? 

Francine. The treasurer of your society is in the 
library, and desires to speak to you. 

Hortense [aside]. She comes just in time. [ To Fer- 
guson.] Excuse me, sir. 

Ferguson. And your answer ? 

Hortense. I told you I sent it to the mail. 

Ferguson. Favorable? [getting excited.] If it is 
not ! I am capable of . . . 

Hortense. No... return to your hotel... you will 
be satisfied. [To Francine in a loiv voice.] Get him 
out of the house as soon as you can, and never let 
him in again on any pretense. He is a madman ! 

Francine. A madman ! 

Ferguson. Madam — 

Hortense. You'll find it all right. [ExH. 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE REGISTERED LETTER, 11 

SCENE V, 
Ferguson — Francine. 

Franoine \aside, looking at him\ Oh! that'g a mad* 
man, is it ? 

FergnioB. Who is this treasurer who is waiting for 
your mistress ? 

Francine. Treasurer of the Orphan Society, of 
which she is president. 

Ferguson. Ah ! that*s very good ... it is a good 
trait. . .Betsy also took care of little orphans — but 
they were birds . . . [taking out check'book\ You must 
take a donation from me. Ten thousand francs, is 
that enough ? 

Francine. Oh ! 

Fergugon. Twenty? 

Fraaoine. Pshaw! make it thirty — for all the differ- 
ence it will make to you. 

Ferguson. You are right \tearing 0Jf check on which 
he has written, and handing to Francine\. You will 
get the money at Rothschild's. 

Francine. What an amiable madman ! 

Ferguson. But you resemble Betsy too. Put 
yourself in profile. 

Francine. There ! [Aside.] He amuses me. 

Ferguson. Oh no ! not at all. You're a fraud. 

Francine. A fraud ! 

Ferguson. Listen to xn«* . .You will come with us 
to America. Wouldn't you like to ? 

Franoina [complacently]. If you wish me to. 
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Ferguson. I'll get you a husband there. . .1 have 
got one for you m my eye now. 

Francine. A blond ? 

Ferguson. No ! ... he is rather dark. He is a 
negro. 

Francine. Oh ! thanks ! I don't want him. 

Ferguson. Oh ! you are prejudiced . . . Well, I must 
return to the hotel . . . Your mistress wrote to me this 
morning ? 

Francine. Oh ! a very large letter. . .with five great 
red seals. I mailed it myself. 

Ferguson. You ! you were the bearer of my good 
fortune . . . good girl ! Wait ! I will draw a check 
for you too [takes out check-book\. 

Francine. Oh ! don't give yourself the trouble, you 
will use up all your paper. 

Ferguson. You are disinterested — that's very well! 
but you'll die in the poor-house . . . Good-by. If 
you think you look like Betsy, you are very much 
mistaken [^oes out quickly]. 



SCENE VI. 
Francine, afterwards Hortense. 

Francine. That is a curious party. . .but he is not 
bad, at all. 

Hortense [putting her head in at the door]. Well ! 
has he gone ? 

Francine. Yes, ma'am ... Oh, he has been very 
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THE REGISTERED LETTER. 13 

funny — he has left a check for thirty thousand francs 
for your orphans. 

Hortense. Poor man. 

Francine. Here it is — he has a bank-book from 
which he tears checks and offers them to everybody 
— he wanted to give me one. 

. Hortense. I suppose he has no family to take care 
of him. 

Francine. He offered to marry me ... to a negro ; 
and then he said, " You are like Betsy — put your- 
self in profile." 

Hortense. What ! You too ? 

Francine. Yes ; then he said, " No, you are not like 
Betsy "... and called me a fraud. 



SCENE VIL 
Hortense — Francine — Hector. 

Hector [coming in]. Here I am. I have just come 
from the Prefecture, and I bring you full informa- 
tion concerning Mr. Ferguson. 

Ferguson. It's useless, we have seen him. 

Hector. Here ? 

Hortense. Yes [wifA compassion]. Alas, what a mis- 
fortune ! 

Hector. What ? 

Hortense. He is completely crazy. 

Hector. He ? Not at all ! 

Hortense. What do you mean ? 

Hector. On the contrary, he is perfectly clear- 



Digitized 



by Google 



14 PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING. 

headed, marvelously endowed, astonishingly organ- 
ized. 

Hortense. Oh ! there you are, at it again. 

Hector. What? 

Hortense. Your adverbs. 

Hector. I beg your pardon — I hurried so. Well ! 
he is one of those adventurous speculators. . . 
such as only America produces. He rose from 
nothing — and is now worth forty millions. 

Francine. Oh ! good heavens ! and I refused to 
receive a check from him ! 

Hortense. But that's impossible. I tell you I have 
seen him — talked to him. He wanted to hang him- 
self with a ball of twine, which he always carries 
with him. 

Francine. And he offered to marry me to a negro! 

Hector. The Prefecture knows everything. They 
have exact information about him ; he is not an 
ordinary person . . . Why, he has even been, for a 
short time, -president of one of the small republics 
in South America. 

Hortense. He president ! 

Francine [forgetting herself\. Good heavens ! 
Oh ! I beg your pardon. 

Hortense. He told me that I looked like Betsy, his 
first wife, and proposed to marry me on account of 
the likeness. 

Hector. And how did you get rid of him ? 

Hortense. Oh ! very easily ... I told him I had 
written to him, and that he would find the letter at 
his hotel. 



Digitized 



by Google 



THE REGISTERED LETTER, \^ 

Hector. WJiat did you Frit^ Wm ? 

Hortense. Oh Lord ! If I had ov^y koQjyp . . , 
a president ! 

Hector. But what ? 

Hortense. Three words : " You ajjjxoy me ! " 

Francine. Short and sweet ! 

Hector. And you think you will get rid of b.im in 
that way ? He'll return. 

Hortense. I hope not. 

Qector. You don't know his obstinacy. 

Francine \aside\ If he does return, he shall jSfl.(i 
the door wide open. Forty milliops ! 

Hector. I see but oije way ... I will go to his 
hotel and reason with him ; I will tell him that this 
likeness only exists in his imagination ; that he has 
seen you only casually, superficially, incompletely, 
and consequently — 

Hortense. I hope you a^e enjoying yourself ! 

Hector. Oh ! I beg your pardon. [7i? Frdncinf^ 
Wait for him in the hall . . . and if he comes, ke/ep 
him out . . . 

Francine. Catch me sending him away ! 

Hector. Inexorably ! Cpnje ! \^oes out followed bj 
Francine], 



SCENE VIII. 

N Hortense, afterwards Francine and Ferguson. 

Hortense. He is incurable . . . but I shall get ac- 
customed to It. . .Poor Mr. Ferguson !. . .J thpWjgbt 
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him a lunatic . . . and he is only an American . . . 
My letter was a little rude, considering it was 
addressed to a man who has so many millions . . , but 
in spite of what my cousin says, I don't believe I 
shall ever see him again. 

Francine [opening door\. Mr. Peter Ferguson. 

Hortense. He — 

Francine. Only think ! forty millions \Ferguson 
enters and Francine goes out]. 

Fergruson [holding up Hortense' s letter\ Oh ! 
Madam ! 

taortense. My letter ! 

Ferguson [sJunving her the leiter\ You annoy me ! 
. . . You annoy me ! 

Hortense \confused\ . Believe me, sir . . . 

Ferguson. Is it really you who had the cruelty to 
write me such a letter ? And registered too ! 

Hortense. Excuse me ... I was in such a hurry . . . 

Ferguson. And when I had just begun to love you. 

Hortense. What ! 

Ferguson. I first sought you for the likeness 
. . . but now it is for yourself. 

Hortense. But you don't know me. 

Ferguson. There is where you deceive yourself 
. . . You are good, amiable, charitable. You speak 
two languages . . . You are a musician. You also 
compose ballads . . . 

Hortense. Never ! 

Ferguson. Oh, yes ! " The dying bird "... is by 
you... four verses. . .Shall I sing it to you? 
[hummir^^ 
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" Lost bird, 
Trembling under the hedge." 

Hortense. Oh, no ! I beg of you ! 

FergoBon. I not know you ! . . . I can tell you, 
hour by hour, what you have done for the last week. 

Hortense. Oh! that is a little too much... 
What did I do yesterday ? 

Ferguson. Yesterday, that's very easy [taking paper 
from pocket]. 29 th December \consulting pa^er\ you 
went out at 2 :35 in a cab . . . You bought gloves, 
then you paid three visits . . . One, Rue St. Dom- 
inique d'Enfer, No. 42; the other, Rue de Tr^- 
vise ... 

Hortense \astonished\. Well, this is curious. 

Ferguson. Afterwards — as we approach the New 
Year — ^you carried presents to poor little children, 
who are generally neglected at that time. 

Hortense. This is treachery ! 

Ferguson. At. 4 o'clock. . .you went into Julien's 
the confectioner's. 

Hortense. Yes. 

Ferguson. You there eat two macaroni pat^s. [ Ten- 
derly, ] Betsy preferred chocolat meringues . . . ! but 
that will not be an obstacle. 

Hortense. What is the meaning of this, sir ? 

Ferguson. It is very simple, madam. I hired * 
some one to follow you. 

Hortense. To follow a lady ! This is contempti- 
ble, sir ! 

Ferguson. As I wished to marry you, I sought 
naturally to know you. 
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Hortense. And you sent some one to spy out my 
actions ? 

Ferguson. I hadn't the time myself. I came to 
Pmis to see about a large purchase of cotton and co- 
coa— but I confided your aJffair to a very trustworthy 
person. 

Hortense. To a policeman, perhaps. 

Tj^fff)»OTk. Oh ! no ! I am too discreet to do that. 
I bought a hackney coach, and dressed my secretary 
... a very gentlemanly person ... as coachman, and 
it is he who has driven you for the last week. 

Hortense. The same coachman ; I don't believe it 
... I should have known him. 

Ferguson. He disguised himself differently every 
day, and in order that your servant should not take 
another carriage, he gave him three francs an hour 
. . . An hour's fare being two francs, you see I did not 
make much by the speculation. 

ILortepse. You wish me, I suppose^ to pay for tiie 
difference. 

Ferguson. You are angry with me . . . 

hortense. Certainly I am, sir ... I am indignant 
at your proceeding ! . . . I don't know how you do 
things in America, but in this country a man who 
causes a woman to be followed and spied upon is 
considered no gentleman. 

Ferguson. I ask your pardon ... I did not mean 
to do anything wrong. 

Hortense. Have recourse to such means — you ! a 
man who has occupied such a high position ? 

Ferguson. What ! you know ? 
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Hortense. Yes, I have taken means to find out alt 
about you, too. 

Ferguson. Where ? 

Hortttise. Why, at the Pre — {stoppingX ; that's my 
secret... I know you have been president of a. 
republic at . . - over there . . . 

Ferguson. Oh ! that's not worth talking a-bout 
. . .1 was president three times in four days. . . 

Hoirtense. In four days ! you don't say so ! 

Ferguson. It is exactly as I tell you. . .Oh ! if I 
had only hung twenty-two lawyers ... I should not 
have lost my position. 

Hortense. Oh ! don't talk in that way. 

Ferguson. But Betsy would not consent to it. 

Hortense. I should think not. 

Ferguson. Because it was Friday, she said with 
her gentle voice, "Wait until to-morrow "... and 
on the morrow I was deposed. 

Hortense. I am glad of it. 

Ferguson. But on Sunday I took the reins again 
until Tuesday at 5 o'clock...! had the press 
against me. . .They sustained me on Satui*day, but 
on Tuesday they accused me of corrupting the 
nation.. .When I saw that, I said to myself. Va- 
mose ! 

Hortense: Vamose ? 

Ferguson. An American word, which means : I 
tender my resignation ... I embarked with Betsy 
and gave up my high ambitions. 

Hortense. What a curious history ! 

Ferguson. And now, madam, you know my his- 
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20 PLAYS FOR PRIVATE ACTING. 

tory, my adventures ; I have told you all about my 
reign ... May I hope that you will accept my pro- 
posal ? 

Hortense. Now, listen to me... You are labor- 
ing under a fixed idea ; you think I resemble 
Betsy ? 

Ferguson. Oh, yes ! 

Hortense. It's a mistake . . . She is a great deal 
better-looking than I am. Her nose is beautifully 
incHned to the left. 

Ferguson. That's true . . . Poor Betsy ! 

Hortense. Her mouth is much larger... her eyes 
are smaller. . .her chin much squarer. . . 

Ferguson. Yes ! but the likeness taken altogether 
is striking. 

Hortense. And then there is an obstacle. 

Ferguson. So much the better ! I will break it ! 

Hortense. Oh, no ! It is my cousin. 

Ferguson. What cousin ? 

Hortense. Mr. Hector Coville ... a most agreeable 
man . . . whom I love. 

Ferguson. Oh ! do not say so ! 

Hortense. And whom I am going to marry in a 
few months. . . He is at this moment at your hotel to 
tell you all about it. 

Ferguson. Oh ! Hortense. . .No, madam !. . .you 
give a great blow . . . you ruin all my hopes. 

Hortense. I am very sorry — but . . . 

Ferguson. Then you are decided ? . . . You refuse 
my hand ? . . . 

Hortense. I tell you, I am not free. 
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Ferguson \taking out his ball of twine]. Very 
well ! Then it is you who have pushed me to it. 

Hortense. What are you going to do ? 

Fergtuon. I renew my intention [getting on chair 
and looking at ceiling]. I saw a hook here somewhere. 

Hortense [calling and ringing], Francine ! help! 
help ! 



SCENE IX. 
Hortense — Ferguson — Francine. 

Francine [entering quickly]. What is it, madam ? 

Hortense. He is going to hang himself. 

Francine. Good heavens ! 

Hortense. Have you got your scissors ? 

Francine [taking them from her pocket]. Here they 
are ! 

Hortense [taking pair from basket]. And here are 
mine. 

Ferguson. What are you going to do ? 
' Hortense [resolutely]. Sir ! I warn you that at each 
attempt you make, we will cut the cord. 

Francine. Yes ! every time . . . Short off ! 

Ferguson. But you interfere with my liberty of 
action. 

Francine. We do indeed ! Just try it. . .Short off, 
I tell you ! 
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SCENE X 
The same — Hector. 

Hector \enters\ Mr. Ferguson was not at home. 

Hortense. There he is, trying to hang himself. . . 

Hector \to Ferguson], Oh, sir ! are you deter- 
mined on that — irrevocably ? 

Hortense. There you begin again with your ad- 
verbs ! 

Ferguson. Very sorry, sir ; but when I have 
once decided upon a thing . . . 

Hector. Wait one moment ; here is a telegram just 
arrived at the Grand Hotel [gives it to him\ 

Ferguson. A telegram ! Has cotton fallen ? \Read' 
ing.] " Betsy not dead ! " . . . 

Aa What ? 

Ferguson [reacting]. " Fallen on a bed of reeds 
... in the water up to her shoulders . . . must take 
baths "... [Ji^issing the dispatch.] Oh ! Betsy ! my dear 
Betsy ! \_To Hortense,] You see, madam, it can't be 
done now — I am sorry, but if I ever become a 
widower again — 

Hortense. I shall probably not be free myself, sir. 

Ferguson. Oh ! you can never tell who will die 
or who will live. 

Hector. Thank you. 

Hortense. Pray, take back your check for thirty 
thousand francs. 

Ferguson. No, madam... What is given to the 
orphans should not be taken back. 
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THE REGISTERED LETTER, 23 

Francine \aside\. If he would only give me one 
now ! 

Ferguson. Stay ! \giving Francine the cord\ I give 
you 0:is ; the hangman's cord brings good luck 

Hector. Cousin, you promised me an answer. .. 

Hortense. Here it is [giving her hand\ 

Hector. I swear I will make you happy. 

Hortense. UndouKedly ! 
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A NEVJ^ CUBAN PLAY. 



IN THE TRENCHES. 

A Drama of the Cuban War in Three Acts. 

By ABEL SEAMAN. 

Eight male, three female characters. Costimies modem and military: scenery not 
difficult. An exceptionally strong and well-constructed melodrama, full of powerful 
situations and humorous incidents, which has been successful in professional hands. 
Its story is full of interest, and is told by a well-selected and contrasted group of charac- 
ters, including Hebrew, Irish and Negro comedy roles. The second act is laid in the 
trenches before Santiago, and gives opportunity for military display if desired. Its 
aaion is very spirited, its climax strikingly heroic and its appeal to patriotic sentiment 
overwhelming. Strongly recommended. 

Price 15 0entt>. 



SYNOPSIS. 

ACT L— A strange will. War with Spain. The Colonel's history. Paul Davis* 
pride. The sealed packet. An honest man. A sad experience. A brave bargain. 
The dawn of love. Is he a coward? Held in trust. Financial agent. A brother's 
wrong. The jseat of war. For love or money. Nadina's sacrifice. Passion's penalty. 
A man's independence. Strange disclosures. Rejected by the rose. The march to the 
front. Beggar'd in pocket and bankrupt in love. With flying colors. A heart of gold. 
The roll oflhe drum. Away to the war. Facing the foe. 

ACT II.— In the trenches. Why he 'listed. An Irishman's philosophy. For 
valor. Unconscious of danger. The sergeant's hut. On the slopes of Santiago. The 
Colonel's prejudice. Risen from the ranks. A half-dead Spaniard. Letters from home. 
Strange news. A cruel insult. The plot of ruin. Spies in the camp. A token of love. 
For himself alone. Nadina's truth. Under arms. Ringing the changes. Doomed to 
dishonor. Cruel to be kind. Husband and wife. The envelope and the seal. Sent to 
the front. The Spanish colors. The forlorn hope. A soldiers death. Food for pow- 
der. 

ACT III. — In Santiago. The two papers. A rogue's quarrel. A deserted wife. 
Green's luck. The sacred truth. A blameless life. Brought to the test. Mother and 
child. A man to love. For her sake. Nadina's sacrifice. The love of the lion. The 
eagle spreads his wings. Testing the metal. Struck to the core. The spider's web. 
Joy docs not kill. Forget and forgive. After many years. The stolen proof. Hoist 
with his own petard. Spanish treachery. Biting the dust. True to himself. Bowie i 



Rubber Boots. 

A FARCE IN ONE ACT. 
By nANLEV H. PIKE. 

0^ male, three female characters. Scenery, an easy interior; costumes modem. 
This is a most ingeniously imagined and cleverly written little piece, admirably suited 
it>r amateur performance. ^ Its theme is the encounter of three young ladies with a tramp, 
and it provides twenty minutes of delightfully humorous incident and dialogue. The 
tramp is a " dumb " character, his part being wholly in pantomime, but remarkably 
effective. Very strongly recommended. 

Price 15 0enU. 



Sent postpaid^ on receipt of price, by 

BAKEB, 5 HAMILTON FLAOE, BOSTON, MASS. 
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A NEW IRISH DRAMA. 



FAUQH-A-BALLAQl 

or, THE WEARING OF THE GREEN. 

A Romantic Irish Play in Three Acts. 

By BERNARD FRANCIS MOORE. 

Author of **Captain Jack," **The Irish Agent," **The Rough Rider," etc. 

Nine male, two female characters. Scenery varied but simple ; cos- 
tumes military and ragged. Another Irish drama in this author's well- 
known and popular style, like its predecessors easy and effective to act, 
and true and sympathetic in its presentation of Irish character. All 
characters effective, both comedy and serious. Plays a full evening. 

Price JS5 Cents. 



SYNOPSIS : 

ACT I.— The wearing of the green. The patriot priest. Black Don- 
ald»s courtship. The spy. Gerald and Alice. Out of exile. The hour of 
need. The Squire's plot. An unseen witness. The man of the hour. •*! 
know that I can trust you.'* The accusation. A counter plot. To the res- 
cue. The tables turned. The Obeen above the Bed. 

ACT II.— The outlaw's home. An awkward squad. A soldier priest. 
Brother and sister. A discovery. Betrayed by a friend. A good smoke. 
Kitty Callahan and the ghost. Kissing a spirit. An unfortunate substi- 
tute. "Take that for yer throuble." The captured spy. The Squire's danger. 
Alice's escape. "Let us hang the both of them." A halt. Face to face at 
last. The man of God. Good for evil. "The road lies before you — go 1" 
The Red above the Gbeen. 

ACT III.— The cabin in the hills. Myles ahead. Another taste of the 
spirit. Kitty's suspicions. The ghost's coinmand. **In order to save 
yer life, I'll marry ye." The eagle and the crow. An unwelcome visitor. 
Offers of peace. The silver lining. The outlaw's wooing. Myles and the 
Squire. " Now will I bust him on the head wid a bit o* rock ? " A free 
pardon. Forgive and forget. Westward ho! The Stabs and Stbipes ovbk 

ALL. 



A Black Trump. 

A " Black-Face" Comedy in Two Acts. 

By DAVIS RISDON. 

Three male, four female characters. Scenery, a simple interior; cos- 
tumes, modern and rough. An entirely unique piece of its kind, — a 
" straight" comedy of li^ht but serious interest, written almost entirely 
for " colored " characters. A very amusing piece, full of characteristic 
darkey humor, its dialect stnd cnaracter-drawing being wholly excep- 
tional in truth and vigor. Recommended as a downright novelty in enter- 
tainments. Plays an hour. 

Price 15 Cents. 



Sent^ postpaid, on receipt of price, by 

BAEEB, 5 HAMILTON PLACE, BOSTON, MASS. 
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